258	you can't be too careful
he says, Kamerad !   One chap I 'it.  Fat lot of Kamerad 9e
got out of me. . . .**
In the course of twenty-four hours Edward Albert reappeared
in the world of men clean and in his right uniform, as anxious
as anyone to learn the particulars of the great fight he had
been in. His camouflage suit had been injured beyond repair,
and his wife was reconstructing it. Stephen Crane, when he
wrote his Red Badge of Courage, found that what he got from the
ordinary veteran of the American Civil War, was what the
man had read about his battles in the newspapers. That
had served to rationalise and give phrases for his own fierce
jumble of memories. Edward Albert was in an exactly parallel
state of mind. His reconstruction of his story was gready
facilitated by the romantic generosity of the gallant Polish
officer, only too anxious to give an Englishman credit for
leadership in the little affair, and only too eager to elaborate
the story with all and sundry, over a glass or so of vodka.
In spite of the Ministry of Information, a rumour that a real
Cretan air landing had been repulsed at Brighthampton
spread to London. About ten days later a " postcript" upon
the London wireless told the Polish officer's version of the
story, suppressing all names and dates, and the incident was
cabled in appreciative terms to America, to illustrate the
invincible spirit of the ordinary unpretending Englishman.
Edward Albert began to realise where he stood now in the
world's esteem. He was the ordinary unpretending English-
man, who had to be stung to show his mettle ; and then it was
he thought of his chosen epitaph, " Deeds not Words ".
Only in one quarter did he feel the chill breath of scepticism
and that was where a happy husband might least expect it.
She listened ; she asked no questions ; but she made him fed
unreal even to himself.
So that when at last the people up there decided to mark
their appreciation of the Brighthampton incident by a
temperate distribution of honours, and the George's Cross
fell to Edward Albert, it was Mary torwhom he hurried first.
" I don't deserve it," he said
" Don't deserve what ? "

